“ In winter awful, lovely in the spring. 

Romantic Cambria, hail! to thee I sing} 

No longer now l view thy verdant trees, 

Thy joyous harvest waving in the breeze ; 

Thy mountain streams, thy vallies filled with com. 
Thy larks which fly to greet the roseate mom j 
Thy summer sun cheering all nature round, 

Thy meads with Flora’s early primrose crown’d ; 
The stores Pomona’s liberal hand bestows. 

And from her lap in rich profusion throws ; 

Cf these no more 1 sing ; those cheerful days 
Are fled, and Winter claims my pensive lays. 

Yet even in Winter charms may oft be viewed, 

If by the philosophic mind pursued ; 

Yes, even in chilling frost and blustering wind, 

The grandeur of the Almighty power we find. 

Do not the winds aloud his praise declare ? 

Look at the snowy hills, we view him there ! 
Whether by cold we’re nipped, or heat oppress’d. 
In either is the great supreme confess’d. 

But let me now assume the festive song. 

And to the lyre let sportive notes belong, 

For all the endearments of the social hours, 

Shall bless December’s consecrated bowers.* 9 

“ Now though joyful summer’s fled. 

Why regret her garlands dead. 

For in the winter we can see 
The beauties of variety. 
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And if ’tvvere summer all the year, 

Variety would ne’er appear ; 

But in the seasons moving round, 

If sought for, she is always found, 

Then though summer’s reign is fled, 

Mourn not if the flowers be dead ; 

Tasteless would she ever be 
Wanting sweet variety ; 

Hail! then December’s pleasing reign, 

In the wild enraptured strain, 

And let the winter sacred be 
To mirth and hospitality.” 

The emblematical representation of December, 
was that of an old man with a grim countenance, 
covered with furs, with several caps upon his head, 
and over them a Turkish turban ; a red nose, and 
icicles hanging from his beard ; on his back he 
carried a bundle of holly and ivy, and in one of 
his hands, which were in furred gloves, he led a 
Goat, in token of the sun entering the tropic of 
Capricornus on the 22nd of the month. 

Spencer’s picture of December runs thus : — 

“And after him came next the chill December; 

Yet he, through merry feasting which he made. 

And great bonfires, did not the cold remember ; 

His Saviour’s birth so much his mind did glad. 
Upon a shaggy bearded goat he rode, 

The same wherewith Dan Jove in tender years, 

They say, was nourished by the Idean maid ; 

And in his hand a broad deep bowl he bears, 

Of which he freely drinks a health to all his peers.** 
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